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IV.

Whiter than moonshine upon snow

Her raiment is, but round the hem

Crimson stained; and, as to and fro

Her sandals flash, we see on them,

And on her instep veined with blue.

Flecks of crimson, on those fair feet,

High-arched, Diana-like, and fleet,

Fit for no grosser stain than dew:

Oh, call them rather chrisms than stains,

Sacred and from heroic veins !

For, in the glory-guarded pass,

Her haughty and far-shining head

She bowed to shrive Leonidas

With his imperishable dead;

Her, too, Morgarten saw,

Where the Swiss lion fleshed his icy paw |

She followed Cromwell's quenchless star

Where the grim Puritan tread

Shook Marston, Naseby, and Dunbar:

Yea, on her feet are dearer dyes

Yet fresh, nor looked on with nntearful eyes*

v,

Our fathers found her in the woods

Where Nature meditates and broods,

The seeds of unexampled things

Which Time to consummation brings

Through life and death and man's unstable moods ;

They met her here, not recognized,

A sylvan huntress clothed in furs,